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THE CHRISTMAS DINNER 


“4s Poor Pa is continually boasting of being somewhat of a bird fancier, it was only natural that he should be commissioned to purchase the Christmas 
turkey this year, and that the consequences were disastrous goes without saying. Somehow or another, everything Papa handles turns out a dismal failure, and 
his turkey, which, if not present at the creation of the world, must certainly have been hatched in the Ark, was no exception to tke rule. Papa’s efforts to 
dismember it on Christmas Day were both heartrending and fruitless, and eventually resulted in the wrecking of the dinner table and the collapse of Ma.?—‘oorsir. 


A RASCAL. 


—— 


A SEASONABLE TRAGEDY. 


“ As to the place of my nativity, or who were the parents 
who gave me birth, I cannot speak positively. From a 
variety of circumstances | have entertained some doubts, 
and the reader will probably join in my suspicions on that 
head. But I repeat that all my researches have only tended 
to give me some exalted, but at the same time, vague and 
uncertain notions concerning my family.” 

Thus far we have quoted from the autobiography of “le 
Comte de Cagliostro,” but the truth was that no mystery 
whatever was attached to the birth and parentage of this 
notorious swindler, His father, who died whilst Joseph 
Balsamo (which was the count’s real name), was still an 
infant. was a poor working man, The widow stroggled 
on with the greatest difficulty, and little Jo, at a very early 
age, acquired the reputation of being one of the “ biggest 
little thieves” in all Palermo, His Uncle seut him to a 
school from which he ran away, and to a monastery, the 
young vagabond professing a desire to be a priest; from 
which he was expelled. At this litter place he picked np 
some knowledge of medicines which he turned to use later 
on. He then started as an artist, but gained little money 
by his brush, though he possessed much talent, With his 
pen, however, in “imitative writing.” he eked ont a scanty 


2) —_— 
1. “Mind the goosedon’t burn while I am upstairs, 2. But the pretty servant maid, coming into the 3. Georges negligence was her opportunity; and t 5 , Had : . : 
George,” quoth Mrs, Penhecker to her long suffering ~ hi-chena few minutes afterwards witha bit of mistletve = when Mrs, Penliecker, attracted by the commotion, Income by forging orders of addins on to places of public 
—-— nnd of life weary husband, to which the latter re- stuck coquettishly in her hair, caused George to forget _ arrived in the kitchen, the sight which met her view amusement, selling them afterwards for a trifle to his 
caused her wrath to explode with extra epecial vigour. vagabond friends, During this time he made the acqnaini- 


epuuded with a meek “ Yes.” all about the goose, but not so the domestic Tabby. 
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voce ota potary in Palermo, in whose office he came across a will, 
to witel he eubstituted a forged one, but failed to obtain the 
rooney fy expected ; but, although it could not be clearly proved, 
Wits strongly suspected of being the forger. 

te this Gime he had earned such a bad uame he thought it wiser 
te seck pastures new, but he was without a feather to tly with. 
Phere wasa coldsmith, with whom he was slightly acquainted, of the 
dameoet Morano, fe persuaded this simple gentleman he had 
coscevered, by the aid of adivining-rod, a place where a large sum of 
troney was buried. "lt could not, however, for some cabalistic 
reason be secursl by the person who made the discovery, thouga 
fe (Joseph) wnizht be present to assist at its disinterment.” On 
condinon treat tue g ith paid: him down sixty ounces of gold 
he promiscd him oa share of the treasure and agreed to lend his 
Valintble services, The wold was paid to him, and at midnight he 
rad tne demith found themseives ata lonely spot outside the 
town, Where they bean te dis. 

Burall ofa saddenva band of devils, with painted faces and goat 
skin dresses, fell upon tiem and cruelly beat the poor goldsmith, 
wild Joe ran away with his gold in his pocket, leaving the devils, 
who were friends of his, uupaid for the service they had rendered 
hima. 

And now opened up a (for a while) grand career for Balsamo, 
‘known to crowued heads aud the highest nobility as 
avsliostro the Magician, 


* « 


* * © *. 
‘Which the story being a bit too long for one number,” lisped 


"Wall be continned in our nest,” murmured the Blood Blot, 
* upder the titie of —?" 
“ Deauty Water” 
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bed Eoronpeudents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped encelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Many thanks for story, SEYMOUR, But it's just atriflethin, And 
were much afrar that it would Hardly do to put it in, Serra, 
NORMAN, but your letter Never reached us, that is plain; You haa 
hitter write and tell us AML about your case again, Thanks for 
stetehes, EDWARD Baker, But theyre amateurish quite; It is 
rather awkweaerl, DONALD, Bat we'll try and put it right. Wed 
oblige you, IuM, with pl asure, But its dificult to tell; Probably 
gewre right, OxCkK Birver, They are only made to sell, Thanks 
for cnvetateen, BADGER, But the Ancient will net go; Halfa crown 
at least, MISS ARMSTRONG ; Serry, JESS, we do not know, You can 
aet the number, CORNET, Lor threc-halfpeuce, posted free; Thanks. 
Miss GooDYEAR, but tie Old Un Never will go out te tea, You 
hace had az wer, YZ, Lf you had enclosed a stamp ; It is only 
rarely, TAM, That SLOPER gues upon thetramp. You should throw 
eem aver, FANNY, He ix playing “fast and loose”; Many thanks 
tor sketches, WOWARD, But theyre not a bit of use, Glad Pui. 
likes the Chrestmas Number; Certainly it’s full of fun, And, in vur 
cpoon, takes the Banbury, biseurt, cake and bun, 
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“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the Worl:d. 


Forwarded Bo of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-Sree ¢ 
3 Months, 1s 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES, 99 SHO LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-Sree to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS 
On sate at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
smrcial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Ruse DE LA BANQUE. 


—_—__—. 


—#£150— 


Wile be paia to the nert-of-Lin of any Mav, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Karlway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Acoident, in ‘any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALE-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deecased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HoLiDay” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at § o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
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“ Poor Smith's got the brokers in,” said Jones, “and I was won- 
dering whether vou would mind helping a bit.” Aw—Smith— 
Smith,” said Mr. Stukupp, “let me ses, 1 seem to know the name. 
}wr—what position are they in?” © A doosid awkward position, 1 
should say, if you ask me.” * 

= 

“Am! what a good father he is—so unlike some of ‘em. There 
he is, a-carrying that two months’ baby of his and not ashamed of 
it—like some people J know. And then the fair speaker's 
husband weighed in with, “ You area bally old Hanwell. Carrying 
the babby ! hataint no babby! Its only the sucking pig that 
he won this afternoon at the * Blue Pig’ raffle, and he's taking it 
© to the next station, to palm it off on the new station master, 
so that he can have enough by him to have a brace or two of 
cold Scotches before the day s over.” 


x 
x 


Av Christmas time should man be fuli 
Of charity and joy, 

Of faith, good wil! and friendliness 
Aud bliss without alloy, 


He very often is, no doubt, 
Bat, ol! we vrieve to tell 
How very frequently he’s full 

Of other thiuzs as well, 


[It es to be deeply regretted that our valued contributor docs 
not make the precise meaning contained in the last line 
somewhat clearer, bicause there are people sv base minded 
as tu suggest that he means booze, 


s * 
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*WELL, Alice, my dear, and where have vou and little Johnnie 
been all this while?” interrozated auntie. “Meand Johnnie have 
been playin’ fatherand mother,” replied little Alice, “Oh, indeed ! 
and how do yon play that!” asked auntie. “Oh, Johnnie makes 
believes he wants to go out, and [say he sha‘n’t. Then he says he 
will, and [ won't let him, Then he uses naughty words, and I 
vwertend to cry.’ “Oh—h—h, éndeed !” said auntie, with a meaning 
ook at mamma, aa 

* 


THE way them antomatic machines are being developed is really 
something wonderful, This is the latest notice on the gore-tinted 
Iron, “Sinmense saving of time. Try vour weight. Put two pence 
intheslor, The gentleman then sits down in the chair. The lady 
sits on the gentleman's lap. By a new electric medinm the two 
separate weights are given quite accurately on the same ecard, while 
accompanying the card is a packet of chocolate and a portrait of 
the latust devorcee of quite a shilling value. Now's your time!” 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 400,—Tho " Kiss-Kiss"’ Costume. 


“Christmas day was over, 
and Sir Blazo de Sloper hur- 
riedly raised the flagon to his 
“Twas empty! 
curse he dashed 
ground.’— Family History, 


“Yon're late again at breakfast, Jane. Now, 
Til give vou a piece of my mind.” © Don't 
Td rather you'd give me some 
of the cold fowl you have there." 


First Swell, You see tuat girl over there, old man? Well, she basa splendid 


practice at the bar. 
Second Sell, El! 
first Swell, Noy my boy—a barmaid. 


Oh, a lady barrister, I presume, 


| saving something, anvhow., As to falling 


“Been in the wars, old man?” “No, 
ently had my face massaged for neu- Often isthe emile of caiety assumed 


the heart nches within, 


(Saturday, December 26, 1891, 
ea ee SOM re 
Why is it the pavement of Covent Garden Market is always ¢, 

specially clean just at this exnct time of the year as ever is? Ve 

because the crowds of loveliest are on their way to the Drury 

Lane Pantonume Rehearsals. “The way these girls do wae they 

tails when they walk,” says Mrs, Billy Gander, “ must save a doa| 

of sweeping to the parish—well—well it can't be helped: when | 
was young aud lovely 1 guess | wiggle-waggled it with the best 

of em.” ae : . 


“THERE are different ways of showing love,” said ALLY. “ \y 
wife hus her way.” “As mild as milky way, [ suppose?” guid 
Mac. “The way she dusts my clothes.” “With you inside ‘en, ' 
said Mac, “The playful way sae taps me.” “On the boko with a 
yard of broomstick.” said Mac, “ Siealways waits for my comit r. 
“With the second best ganp,” said Mac. Then the wrath of ie 
Old Man was fairly and justly aroused, and he bunked away a 
kinder bosom of fricnudslip and where the booze was cheaper, 


. 
It's harder than ever to marry our girls, 
Accomplishments don’t catch the men; 
And Beauty, alas! has receded | find 
To uearly a thousand to ten. 


The thrice lucky maiden who has the best chance 
Of inating—for better or worse— 
Is undoubtedly she who is known to possess 
The largest and weightiest purse, 
* 


s 
THEY had not been married long and they were wrangling 
furiously, She had at last shown her claws. and he had made up 
his mind to be firm and assert his vuthority, “Will you listen to 
me?” he thundered, at Inst. “Am [to be master in my own 
house?" Certainly,” if you desire it,” was the calm rejoinder, 
*but 1 intend to be mistress of the situation.” 
s¢ 


s 
At a hostelry not a hundred miles from the Strand, 
Boozer, Watlo, old man! How are you! What will you have? 
Boother, Thanks, very much; but my doctor has forbidden mo 


; to drink anything containing alcohol. 


toozer, AML right; yous better have a drop of this Scotch 
whisky, theun—that will just suit you, 
ef 


* 

“TeMORSE is the poison of existence,” yet for all that I never 
knew a ian wio borrowed a fiver from his mother-in-law and for 
gette pay it back, who exactly went and brained himself against 
lus side-door knocker because he no longer feels himself to be a 
purely persoet Chrestian, se 

* 


SHE was snch a good girl thatavhen they told her she must take 
up her French irregular verbs she refused to have anything to do 
with anything irregular, 2 

* 


Overheard at Rournemouth, 

Brown, Ua'lo, Faster! how are vou getting on? 

Fuster (who has boon ordered change of air). Oh, eapitally, old 
main, thanks; in fact, Pm quite a different man siuce l’ve been 
down here. 

Brown, Wow pleased your wife will be. 

(' lt wasn't so much what he said, as Faster remarked 


afterwards, “as the narsty way he said it.” 
Ld 


. 

“Ts she a very light duncer? JT should think so. You shon'd 
have seen her trving todo the half-pair of a pas de quatre ou ty 
kitchen table. When she put her foot down even you could Lave 
heard the constable six areas off kissing the latest general behind 
the cual-cellar door—as to a pin dropping, well, there——" 


. 
Now Christmas time is here again, 
Oid Surlyman, wiio music hates, 
Informs us he intends to trike 
Some stringent mrasu res guinst the eats, 


* 

* GIVE me some high old game for breakfast,’ said the fashion- 
able Sloperius. “1 can always worry down my bit of grouse, cold, 
any day.’ Then MeGooseley looked serious. "Save and except- 
ing when you've had the usual high old game over nizht—as to 
game then you couldn't as much as swallow a tooth-pick full of 
Worcester sauce, let alone a ‘soldier stewed in mustard.” 

s 
* 
Overheard at the Hoiborn Bvstaurant, 

Customer, Oh, waiter, has Mr. Gamp beeu here this evening? 

Waiter. Yessir, ‘bout a nour ago, air, 

Customer. How was he—all nght? 

Waiter, Well, sir, | should say he was rather—er—er—drowsy, 
sir, considerin’ as how he were askin how much longer before the 
train was goin’ to start, and then was a-goin to undress hisself in 
the bar. Yessir, 1 should say he were decidedly drowsy. 

oe 
* 

“LOVE may make the world go round, ' remarked Belinda Blad- 
der's Betrothed-up-to-Data, * but I'll be dashed 1f 1t makes thiugs 
go square.” “9 


WHEN ALLY returned the other evening, or rather morning, to 
Mrs. 8S. with a tale of how the pavement had reared up and struck 
him on the nose, making that organ bleed, the worthy wife of the 
bosom of the Friend of Man declared the narrative a fable; but st 
was merely an alle(y)gory,. on 

. 


Hr had bheena manufacturer of mineral waters,and he had died . 
and his relict, after dilating on his attention to business, remarkeu, 
“Ah, poor dear! there are no mineral waters where he has gone.’ 
And the Dead Wrong 'Un weighed in with, “No; but they'd fetch 
a price there.” a 

* 

“[ THOUGHT you had one of those little hanging travellinz 
lamps?" observed Jones, ‘Why, of course,” said Smith, “bm 
obliged to have one, 1 travel on the L. B. and 8. Coast line: but 
I've broken the heoks,”  “ How was that?” inquired Jones. “Try- 
ing to hang the lamp on the cushion of a second class carriage. 

= 


* 
ITERE's pantomime time come again, boys ; 
Hurrah tor the demons and sprites ! 
The clown and the rally, 
The girls of the ballet 
(Those dear little darlings in tights) ! 


Hurrah for the Queen of the Fairies, 
Who puts all the heroes’ wrongs right ! 
For the lovely princess 
In the jewel spangied dress, 
Hurrah for the panto, to-night! 
* 


SCENE— Fushionable Dressmaker's, Enter Fair One. 

Fair One. Oh, good morning. Ive eome to ask you a great 
favour—you really must do it for me. T want you to make me it 
dozen entirely new costumes, and have them all ready this day 
three weeks, 

Dressmaker, Certainly, if madame can wait no longer. May I 
take the liberty of inquiring 1f madame is going abroad ? 

Fair One. Oh, dear, no! but my diverce petition is down for 
hearing in three weeks, and it would wever do to wear the same 
dress twice. ee 

s 


“TIE was the boredest ont bezgar T ever came across, and that's 
as'eep through two 
He was so sick of 


hours of ' ce Priv. burlesque, thar was nothin 
Christmas, that he netmally hired » young cove from the pasty 
cook's, got np exactly like himself. to go to nis pas big family 
Christmiag party, beeanse he wouldn't take the trouble even te 
kise his eonsins under the mest ete,” 
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TOOTSIE’S MERRY XWMESS. 


—~— 


‘Twas Merry Christmas-time, and everybody was just about as 


merrible as they could stick. 
) 


L am not asking a conundrum, but merely 
stating a fact. 
There is no prize 
awarded if you 
guess right. 

An unusual 
quantity of 
Christmas litera- 
ture crowded the 
stalls of Stith 
and Willing. 
Some of the 
authors of the 
snowflaked 
stories written in 
theearly do: days 
had since died of 
‘sun stroke, or 
emigrated to less 
torrid zones, 
Some had been 
paid and some 
hadn't. 

Genial old 
peut lemen 

sught seats for 
the = pantomime 
for youthful male 
relations at fabu- 
lous prices, book- 
ing months in 
advance. 

Good boys! 
: You also always 
speak as much of the truth as will show the antiquated old jossers 
who think they know better than you do, that they ain’t in it. 

Merry married ladies a wee bit off had ordered in heaps of holly, 
and, in @ blushfal tuatter, added “a sprig or two of—you knuw— 
hehe! [t's so absurd, but they say its unlucky not to.’ 

My dears, aren't you astounded at this dreadful sianginess? which 
you will allow (only too readily, de irs, don’t you think ?) is almost 
too matured fora girl of eighteen; but, if any of you, dears, had 
had to live eighteen years in similar family surroundings, you 
mizit, possibly, have acquired an even less polished style. 

‘Twas, us L began by observing, merry Christmas time. The 
Genial Grocer was dodsing the Christinas gouds with pretty paper 
ornaments, The Benevolent Butcher spared neither tat nor boue 
weighing up. The Tender Hearted Cabbage Merchant felt he 
couldn't rob a customer even ofa snail, for ‘twas merry Christmas- 
time, The Dove-like Draper never wearied of “And the next?” 
Long suffering, soft toned man! The Paterual Publican made up 
Christmas lame 
pers—well, there 
could be no harm 
in them, 

At the Home 
the muzzletoe 
hung in the outer 
hall, the coough 
and crow are on 
the roostaned the 
howl was on the 
bowewow. Poor 
Pa, whe, if he 
iswt Caristimassy 
at Christmas, 6 
someone else's 
XXes is, sit were, 
nothing, laid) in 
the penny ice and 
set ma, Eveliny 
and Haunt 
‘tyvine cutting 
piper snow tor 
Aiexandry and 
Nilliam to scatter 
from the — first 
oor in front of 
the dining room 
window, You 
cin imagine how 
savage the other 
dwellers in 
Paradise Place 
became when they saw we were the only persons at merry Christ- 
inais-time who had snow. The people next door (who are always 
fiecularty wanting in courtesy), sent in a request that the super- 
duous snow droppings should be immediately removed. 

Merry Christinas at the Mildeweries began as usual a few days in 
advance and Poor Pa waking up on Christmas Eve thanked Good- 
hess it was all over, being temporarily under the impression that 
Boxing Day had passed by and the rent receipt was in his waistcoat 
pockets, When he learnt (it was broken to him too suddenly, 
perhaps) that Ma and Tottie and [| were mixing the Christmas 
pudding, he went back to bed and asked to be wakened in time 
jor Nir Augustus’ twelfth eake at Drury Lane, on Jan, 6th, "92. 

he Boys, | must allow, were very mice this year, and it was quite 
é question who should do what. The Dook Snook obtained 
permission to supply a goose, which, unfortunately, flew over 
Battersea Bridge in 
a gale, whilst) Mr. 
McGooshlish 
bringing it home. If 
it is not dead by 
now (it was plucked 


Why was this 


On the stir. 


Poor Pa gambols, 


roasting when he 
had it given to 
him) Mr. McG, says 
it may live a week 
hence, and be a cen- 
tenarian. 

To the Honour- 
able Billy was in- 
trusted the responsi- 
bility of the pudding. 
He bought the 
materials, of course, 
and also was allowed 
to mix himself up 
in the mixing. He 
., had, likewise, per- 
, mission to bring the 
, pudding to table, 
and if he had not 
let it fall half a 
yard short, all 
would have been 
better. 

Poor Pa provided 
the mistletoe and 
stood under it with 
a pleasant smile 
After the girls had 
Mumped and butted his nose with the back of their heads, 
pretending it was coyness, he went into a corner and wept. He is 
how in bed—tied down. + 


Grave responsibilities. 


was | 
| And her husband, when he saw her gazing sweetly towards the 


and trussed for | 


| nownadays—oh, dear, no! 


tee 
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EASILY EXPLAINED. 


THE house is nearly upside down, 
Confusion reigns supreme, 

The tables and the mantel boards 
With tops and marbles teem, 

The cat has died a violent death, 
The garden's quite a wreck, 

And baby from the chandelier 
Is hanging by the neck, 

The mistress cannot tind her gowna, 
The master’s lost his coats, 

And had his keenest razors used 
To manufacture boats, 

The cook has given notice and 
The housemaid’s off her head, 

The little dog's been poisoned, 
The canary bird is dead. 

Throughout the house vou'll hardly find 
A perfect window pane, 

The tradesmen hardly dare to call, 
The neighbours all complain, 

The tells refuse to ring at all, 
The doors are minus locks, 

And someone has removed the works 
From nearly all the clocks. 

The grand piano's broken, and 
The patent music stool 

Has lost its seat: and all because 
The boys are home from school, 


a 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLoprer, Esy., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotated, enla rqed,and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXVI. 
THE COMMONWEALTH. 1619 TO 1660. 


CHARLEs I, was beheaded. 

“He's dead and gone now,” said Scroggins Sloper, on hearing 
the news; “put him in the cottin—head and all.” 

Years before, Scroggins Sloper had been employed as a page in 
the King’s household. He always wore buttons and a solemn face, 
so that he got the reputation of being a highly virtuous individual, 
He is said to have been the only member of the celebrated family 
minus a highly coloured proboscis. 

In his support of Oliver Cromwell he was most inveterate. 
“The man,” he said, “is a good man, He can sing hymns like a 
bullfinch at a Commercial Road singing match. When he wants 
to do anything particularly out of the way he always says a prayer 
beforehnnd—first a prayer and then a whack.” Oliver Cromwell 
heard of this, and promoted Sloper to the colonelcy of one of his 
regiments of lronsides. 

They were called Lronsides because their livers were so hard from 
constant congestion that if you had struck them with a poker it 
youl have rattled as loud as if it had been against a kitchen oven 

oor. 

In the Commonwealth, the men in the House of Commons 
talked a little too much. They don’t do anything of that sort 
They don't exactly fill up the papers 
with columns of their speeches, so that the poor reporter of Fleet 
Street who has found out an estra double breasted gooseberry or 
an April shower of frogs doesu't get a chance of a little penny a 
lining linesze—oh, dear, no! 

Oliver Cromwell went down to the Honse of Commons, and 
said, looking at the mace, “Take away that bauble!” 

Scroggins took away the bauble, and it paid a visit to the leaving 
shop. There were high old times that evening, and the town was 
painted as red as the modern SLOPERTAN boko, Then Oliver 
turned all the M.P.s out of the House and put the key in his pocket. 

“Tell come in handy,” he said; “itl! just fit my front door, 
Sometimes you drop one about a bit. A little Intehkey moulting’s 


common enough with most of us, and it saves sending to Chubb’s | 


to have another made,” 

In Cromweil’s time, of course, there were lots of people who 
wanted to have the young King Charles put on the throne, They 
stirred np and fought the battle of Worcester, It was nu good— 
Oliver Cromwell whopped. 

“Their Worcester sance ain't no great shakes, They can stiake 
that bottle and it won't be a bally great walk over.” For this 
prophecy Sloper was much admired by Cromwell, Charles—the 
young king—escaped, and hid himself up an oak-tree. 

“Tet me catch hold of him,” said Cromwell, “and he won't hide 
himself in an oak-tree, but he'll be as chumpless as the old man, 
and I'll hide Aim in an oak ulster—with brass buttons to it.” 

Charles got off and with his head. 

Cromwell did one good thing. He always stood by the Pro- 
testauts, He wouldu't let the Pope do much to’em. The Powe of 
Rome would have liked to have burnt Protestants like Queen Mary, 

“No Roman candles of that sort for you, my bonnie boy,” said 


| Cromwell; “you'll hear the guns at Rome if you do.” 


Tuen the Pope let the Protestants alone in Rome and there- 
abouts, and they had their driuks without being walked to the 
scaffold. 

Cromwell died. 

He didu't wear a crown, but could jerk the king business in an 
amateur way very well. 

We could do with another Cromwell, if only to clear the 
“Commons” out now and again, 


“*PUNCHY’ NELL-O!” 
Or, THE COLUMBINE’S HUSBAND f. THE COLUMBINE’'S MASHER. 
(With apologics to the song.) 


Tle was a love-sick masher; stout columbine was she, 
He loved the ground she tlopped on; she liked his love to see.'flies 


Grew intensely jealous, murmuring, “ Dash!” or “Hang!” or 
[“ Blow his eyes.” 


Tle (‘tis the love-sick masher) guessed not her married state. 


| She quite furgot the trifling fact to communicate, 


And the people, had they seen her, winking that seductive eye— 
“She's a goud-for-nothing hussy ! *—that would soon have been 


their cry ! 


One winter's night they told him sweet columbine was wed. 

He never mashed so madly as that night, the gasman said, — 
Never laughed and joked so gaily—ah ! for his heart that nizht! 
“He's the maddest, merriest fellow!” cried the lady with delight. 


So when the show was over, forth to his club he slank,* 

Called for a B. and Soda; then sat him down and drauk. 

And the husband, when he saw him, rightly guessed his thoughts 
to be— [to me?" 

“Married! h’'m. It's rather awkward. Never mind ; what's that 


Next night's performance done with, round to the back he crept ;_ 
But from the stage-door quietly out Lottie’s husband stept. 

Cried he to the masher fiercely, as he closed up both his eyes, 

“ Guess, if stars you want to see, you needu't gaze at moozlit 


skies!” 
® Permissible under the circumstances, 


ANOTHER REMINISCENCE. 

“THE first time,” said dear ALLY, “that 1 saw my bride she was 

laying at honeypots on her mother’s birthday. They were swing: 
ing her, when accidentally she fell over the kitten, The kindness 
that the dear girl showed to the poor suffering feline was most 
touching, It was the days of crinoline, and she had to pull 
quite half-a-dozen_ yards of steel hooping out of it before it could 
be brought to atali, There's nothing like humanity!” 


ww shoes i Ren 


| the ghost of the 


” " ce v ¥ a 


HOW WE DIDN'T BURY MOONEVY. 


—— 


CORNELIUS Mooxny (rest his sow!') wasa man that, whin he 
set hie hand te a thing, finished it on se that whin he started 
And it wis i 


dyin’, he wint ou wid it til he was dead entoire!y, 
ghrand funeral pean 

we decided to 
give'’m, for 
Mooney was a 
dacent man, 

Ie would 
have brought 
tears to the 
eyes of the 
spirit of 
Mooney to 
have seen the 
lashin’s of 
whisky = that 
was dhrank in 
his cabin be- 
fore we started 
for the bury- 
in’,an’ it made 
it all the more 
sorrowful, see- 
in’ the cray- 
thur tlowin’ so 
gaily, to think 
that Moonvy 
should not 
have been al- 
oive to par- 
take of the fine 
festivities nt 
his funeral. 
Ochone ! 

It was a 
purty long ride through the mountains to the chapel where we 
was goin’ to lay the poor bhoy, so we were afther startin’ pretty 
goon: and afther bringin’ to an ontoimely end wan of the 
swatest fights ever seen in Ballyfury, betwixt Micky Sullivan and 
Con Raiferty, we packed Mooney snug and tight insoide the hearse 
anda parthy of the bhoys sat on the topof it to kape him company 
on the road, and we started. 

Half a mile beyant the back end of the village the cortajay was 
overtuk by that omadhun, Denny Doyle, from Kilamtare Barony, 
and nothing at all would satisfy that thafe of the wurru'd but to 
race poor Mooney for the last time. Well, we knew that Denny 
cou'd never live wid Mooney aloive on the road, and, be jubers, we 
made up the mind of us that Mooney, dead and on the way to 
bein’ buried, should make gallop, a yway, Sure, ‘twas the 
vurtiest race yer iver saw, Neck and neck wint the hearse and 
Glens ear, a de divil a bit could he shake us off. At list we 
came’ to where the burn, rushin’ down from the mountains, 
crossed our 
route. Denny 
thousht to lave 
us there in the 
Jureh, but divil 
aw bit, for just 
as his mare 
was tikin’ the 
sthrame, Mick 
Foley gave our 
horse a ent wid 
the whip and 
piled the right 
rein hard, Bane 
Went our otf 
Wheel agen the 
back of the ear, 
that spun rouid 
like nw top, then 
laid down on 
the top of Dene 
nis. Splash 
went our horse 
through the 
swirl of — the 
wather, and the 
hearse bumped 
so hard on the 
stones in the 
bed of the 
- sthrame that we 

Divil a bit was Mooney there, held on to it 
for dear life. 

We arrived at the chapel in illigant spirits, and gathered round 
the hear-e inaring beside Mooney’s wid v—and moighty purty she 
looked, bein’ plased at her man havin’ raced that seoundre! Denny 
in his last ride and give him a batin’. 

“Bring the brave boy out,” siz the praste, and we wint to the 
door of the hearse. Then there was serachin’ and hullabalooin’ 
an’ blue murther galore, for whin we went to fetch out Mooney, 
divil a bit was Mooney there at all. 

The door of the vayhicle was swingin’ open, wan of the rollers 
was gone, an’ it was plain as the nose on your tee Mooney hind 
rolled ont. We dhreve back by the read we came, bat no Mooney 
could we find, and by aconsensus of public opinion it was asreed 
that Moonev’s coftin had slid ont into tie sthrame just afther 
upsettin’ Foley, The good praste exp ained thar we cou dnt have 
a complete funeral wid out a corpse, so we bad te go hack ain. 

It wasatimeafther that | popped the head of me iito the cabin of 
the widdy Mooney, , 
an’ whin she saw me 
the craythur, as 
usual, began to ery, 
an’ a mighty five 
eye she had for a 
tear to glisten in. 
“What's throublin’ 
ye?” siz Oi. “ Moon- 
ey,” siz she; “they've 
dragged the river 
time afther time, 
and I'm afther 
thinkin’ he must 
have gone down to 
the say. And I can’t 
sleep of nights, bein’ 
all alone; T'm afeard 


The cortiye starts. 


peor bhoy will be 
afther comin’ back 
to ask why | haven't 
viven his body da- 
cint burial.” 

*Don't be afther 
throublin’,” siz 1, 
staleing my arrum 
round the waist of 
her. “Tet’s get the 
praste to make wan 
of the two of us, 
and then if Mooney 
should come back , 
MH explain. But lm thinkin’ aenshla! that when von've ceased 
to be his widdy, a dacint sort ofa bhoy like Mooney wouldn't 
intrude on your company.” And the sunshine of her smile dried 
all the rain on the face of her. 


“Don't be afther throu) lin.” 
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THE SWEETS OF CHRISTMAS. | eee ONLY A MATTER OF PRICE. | “My husban% wants to limit metotwenty 
Doctor, Now, Master Tommy, you must think Tm | THE POOR GIRL DIDN'T KNOW. R “Yon say tlese gloves are three shillings, and those three and cigarettes a day, dear. Horrid man. How 
i Pacuer Cliristinas guing to give you such a nice little | SLOPER explaining the use of the mistletoe tu oue of the “ Friv.” sixpence three farthings. What's the difference?” “Sixpence I wish I were a wilow!"—Lxtract fro, 
y something to comfort you, | girls. | three farthings, madam.” Letter of Young Lady. ? 


—— a 
| %° Miss Sloper will be deliyhted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
1 4 E> 5 ©. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


Q). * And T would also humbly remind your Royal Highuess that not only does 1 course, I scarcely need mention wow delighted we all were at Mildew Court when we 
the name of SLOPER stawl first in the journalistic world of to-day, but that, an | first heard that the marriage between Clarence and Princess Mary—God bless her!— 
ancestor of mine, the renowned Sir Codham Sloper, distinguished himself at the | was on the fappy. Mrs. Sloper desired me to convey to his dear mother and you 
| aller sincerest congratulations, I can assure you, ‘Ted, we—" Here entered « 
for his deeds of valour. Therefore, if your Royal Highness will graciousiy grant me | royal tootman, “Your Royal 'Ihuess, the Dook hof Clarence his babout to haceom- 

| 
1 


| battle of Poictiers, and was highly complimented by the Black Prince on the field 

) 

| an interview, your petitioner will ever pray,” etc., ete.—(2), ‘The document, from pany the Princess Victoria of Teck hout shopping ; hand his there hannythink they 
} 


which the above is an extract, was forwarded per A. SLOPER's A.D.C., Alexandry, | can get for your Royal ‘Izliness?"  (Note.—All male servants talk like this—ask any 


y 
( ' No. 214.—Miss DORA DovGeas. in full uniform, to Marlborough House, Anon came the reply,“ DEAR SLOPER— | dramatic critic—A‘S.) * Inform their Royal Highnesses,” said the Prince, “that L 
bt a y z . : With all the pleasure in life. Look me up this afternoon. Ever thine, ALBERT | want to introduce a very old friend to them.”"——(4), The young Prince entered with 
H \ Oh, fairer than the fairest flower is she." = —The Dovk Snvok. EvDWARD."-—15). SCENE — The Smoking Room of Mariboroush House. * Weill, | his lovely fiancée on his arm.—(5). The proud and gratified smile and elegant bow 
, “What grace, what beauty and what osty.”? ae Teddy! and how is George? Give us a light, old chap!” This must not be taken | bestowed ‘on the youthful couple by A. SLUPER is here described in immortal verse 
| : pecs be ; oe 3 m modesty, pera eee &$ Vulvar familiarity on the part of the Eminent, but H.R.H, makes one feel at once | by his A.D.C.: “At {ust 'e wriggled like a worm, And then’e goes and dves a squirts, 
; She is my queen, and Pin her humble slave.” — The Hon, Billy. su deucedly at home, doncherknow, “ Progressing famously, is he? Hooray! Of } And bends enough to bust his braces, While like a Cheshire eat ‘is face is." 
) THE INFLUENZA(?) MICROBE. 
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(1). “ Whit are ye followin’ me for?” yelped the Laird to (2). “De il tak’ ye! a'll see if cold water suits yer (3). * Cum out uo’ that!” roared a familiar voice from above, “and 


this Julinny. complexion.” enjou your blue divvils likea mon.” 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Once more we are on the eve of the festive season, and in wishing you a merry Christmas I wish | Some well known figures, here we see, Who capers cut with merry lee:—English by birth this 
it to be understood that I do not do so in the business like and mechanical manner affected by | happy pair Will’ with us all contentment share :—A stand up fight, a merry mill, Sir Charles 
latter day people, but in all sincerity and from the bottom of my heart. On we go :—Lord Dufferin defeated by a Gill:—* No parson,” is ga Hodge's cry; “Te de without him we will try” :— 
tis certain will Lord Lytton’s place right royally fill :—'Midst the force of Thursday's gale Our ‘There have been high jinks at Mildew Court lately. Pantomime rehearsals, in which Billy, Snook 
plucky bobbies muchty quail :-—The Little Magnet still deceives, And medals gay meckly receives :— , and Bob take an active part, take place day and night——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A TRYING ORDEAL. 


HERE WE ARE AGAIN! 
Joew, Ol, I say, Mr. Merryman, gu und vet the man for the Tro- 
motion of Cruelty to Animals ; they've cut the poor dunkey’s head off 
and pat his tail on in its place. 


4 ctl hh 
BLOCK:-HEAD. 
“Say, Spoofy, old man, gut into a bit of a scrimmage last night; 

who's the best man to‘do up’ this hat?” “Dun't see you could 

veat the bloke that’s ‘blocked ' it already.” 


| sie” 


ONE FOR HIS NOB. | : ; ei 

. Sillie Noodle, Du you think I'm good looking, Miss Jessie? Lady (of uncertain age). Oh, major, how can you be so bold as to stand immediately beneath the ‘ COUNTRY VI . é k 

t ene se it a ey hasn't any brains he ought to have good | mistletoe’ Now, if you were to kiss me—er—er—well, more than once, I really believe I shouid | Boggles now wee yhbghi gost we nephew's invitation 
louks (a pause) ; it’s very unfortunate when Le basn't either. ' scream. (But she ts quile safe, as the major dues nut intend committing himself even once. nuer oD ry 3 day. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


‘ (Saturday, December 26, 1891. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


Spee 
DELAYS ARE DANGEROUS. 
EVERYONE, of course, wishes to spend a merry Christmas and 
paruicipate in the festivities of the season with a light heart, and a 
pa ee mind relieved of 
(— Heres to oit Mankind, the) ras ding ke 
\ Christmas Wolitays! or this with any de- 
> A gree of certainty, 
‘ one must first be- 
come a purchaser 
of “ALLY SLOPER'S 
CuHhustM as HOLI- 
DAYs "; without it, 
the thing is physi- 
eally impossible, 
and the attempt 
can only end in 
utter and dismal 
failure. The num- 
ber contains the 
whole elements of 
happiness, and it is 
a fact that no home 
can possibly be 
completely and 
comfortably f ur- 
nished without it. 
« We have only a 
very few copies 
left, so, if there 
e should accident- 
Re ~ ally be, among our 
‘i myriad of readers 
one single, benighted individual who has, up to the present, actu- 
ally had the temerity to abstain from purchasing the magnificent 
number, we would urge upon him the necessity for repairing his 
oversight without further delay, We are now on the eve of 
Christmas. The opportunity is here, so see that you embrace it. 


INFLUENZA in Russia is assuming curious forms. Several per- 
sons attacked with the dread disease lately showed all the 
symptoms of madness, and rushed wildly about the streets making 
day horribie with their sereams, and tearing their hair out, and 
their clothes up in the paroxysm. Whether this strange develop- 
ment of the modern Plague will extend to these shores it is hard 
to say, but for the peace of mind of the community at large it is 
to be hoped not. Our physicians have yet to learn how to cope 
with the ordinary stazes of the disease before they are called upon 
to treat with it in its complicated form, 


s 

VERILY there are some strange professions nowadays, and their 
number dot multiply exceedingly. We have it upon reliable 
authority that in the French capital 
many deft practitioners are making as 
much as £500 a year by simply dyeing 
and “improving” Indies’ eyebrows, 
whilst in New York “grey hair 
pullers” and “wrinkle healers” have 
more engagements than they can well 
attend to. Oh, woman, lovely woman 
what a shallow, hollow, artificial fraud 

you are! ee 

= 

IT is to be hoped that the new English 
ambassador for Paris, Lord Dufferin, 
will belie his name inasmuch that he 
will not provea duffer ta the position, 

* 


s 

CHRISTMAS is here again, and in 
thousauds of homes the festive season 
is hailed as the period for merry mak- 
ing and rejoicing ; but, alas! there isa 
far greater uumber in which it serve- but 
tu add one more drop to the cup of bit- 
terness, for, believe us, it’s a hard mat- 
ter to feel particularly lively, even at 
Christmas, when the larder is empty 
and the coal cellar is in a similar con- 
dion, [t is for the relief of such 
cases as this that SLOPER appeals to 
the generosity of his readers. Be 
assured, the mince pies will taste as 
good again, and the kiss which you 
snatch from your pretty cousin twice 
as sweet, if indulged in, secure in the 
knowledge of having contributed, in however small a way, to the 
relief of the weak, chs suffering and the hungered. 


s 
Mr. JosePu HOFFMANN gave acapital smoking concert last week 
at the St. George's Hall, Champion Hotel, Aldersgate Street, when 
the Hayes-Kvans’ concert company, and many other popular 
artistes appeared, ee 
s 


THE Mouldy Mountebank and attendant brigands managed 
to crawl by easy stages as far as the “Old George,” Whitechapel, at 
which capital hosteiry the Frequently Fuddled Fabric and his blue 
eyed heir were created honorary members of the Ancient Order of 
Druids ; after which imposing ceremony, there was a concert ona 
sinall scale, accompanied by a heavy booze on a large one, the 
direct consequence of which was that the Old "Un returned home 
in a condition of lush and benevolence absolutely indescribable. 

Ad 


THE revival at an Opera Comique Matinée of Holcroft's genuine 
and ever delightful comedy Zhe vad to Ituin, met with so much 
success, that Mr. 
Compton decided 
to transfer it to the 
evening bill, an act 
of policy for which 
he will doubtless 
reapa plentiful har- 
vest of thanks from 
the playgoing pub 
lic, as well as a 
welcome addition 
to the managerial 
coffers, The cos- 
tumes are excellent, 
as are some of the 
scenes, and the 
company, doubtless 
from constant prac- 
tice, in the pro- 
vinces, work toge- 
ther in a manner 
which contributes 
largely to the suc- 
cess of the produc- 
tion. Mr.Compton’s 
conception of the 
part of Goldfinch 
is in the actor's best 
vein,and isa splen- 
did bit of character 
acting, and the 
hearty applause 
which greets him at 
frequent intervals and at the final fall of the curtain, amply testifies 
to the delight and approval of the audience. 


A PROBLEM, which A. SLOPER would like solved. is to the follow- 
ing effect :-—" Between the finish of one puntomime senson and the 
coummencement of another, what 
becomes of those shapely repre- 
sentatives of loveliness, whose 
beautiful forms adorn the first 
and second rows of the chorus? 
Is there sume vocation unknown 
to outsiders, especially adapted for 
ladies of this profession? or do 
they, throughout the summer 
season, sojourn with their papas 
and mammas " A 


* 

A propos of Christmas hamper:. 
the Eminent would like to remind 
his readers that “ Unsweetened ” 
is his favourite beverage, and that 
he has a great purtiality for 
turkeys and game of all descrip- 
tion, The above must not be 
taken in the lizht of an appeal 
to a generous public, but still 
A. SLOPER awaits the result with 
a certain amount of anxiety. 


* 

“Foun’s Merry CHRISTMAS” 
is the title of a really astonishing 
pennyworth, published by ALLY 8 
old pal at 153 Fleet Street, which 
containing as it does no less than 
fifty original pictures by George 
Gatcombe, G,. G. Fraser, Warwick 
Reynolds and other clever artists, 
and a large amount of humerous letterpress, can hardly fail to give 
a veritable happy Yule to every purchaser of it. 

* 


* 

THE Mildewed Mahatma has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “Award of Merit” upon Inspector Marshall, because 
he's an ornament to the Force, “ Feyther,” bleated the Blue-Eyed 
Detective, “the inspector proved one too many for that there 
Moreton Scott Jones, as tried to rush you out of the £150, didn't 


he?” And the Old Man patted his ohare playfully on the | 


head with his gingham and went out to see McGooseley on business, 
=». 
s 

Tom SMITH’S box of Christmas crackers, “ALLY SLOPER'S 
Trunk,” is a phenomenal success, some twenty thousand boxes 
having already been sold. As each box contains twelve crackers, 
close upon a quarter of a million of SLOPER hats, noses, cin bottles, 
and other accessories of the Eminent’s have found their way into 
the hands, or on to the heads, of the most enlightened portion of 
the British public. There's no getting over it, A. SLOPER is the 
most popular man living at the present time, although he does 
occasionally get a bit rumfoozley. 

s-* 
* 

THAT Christmas is all very well in its way we are perfectly ready 
to admit; but after all, it is a serious question whether all the 
enjoyment we de- 
rive from it is 
not counterbal- 
anced by the in- 
conveniences and 
annoyances to 
which we are also 
subjected. Take, 
for example, the 
time honoured but 
none the less ab- 
ominable custom 
of giving Christ- 
mas boxes. No 
sooner has Boxing 
day dawned than 
the waits who dis- 
turbed your beauty 
sleep on Christmas 
eve wake you from 
a delightful snooze 
and demand their 
reward, The post- 
man is the next to 
claim your bounty, 
and he is followed 
in rapid succession 
by the turncock 
(whoever sees a 
turncock except at Christmas ?), the dustman, the majority of the 
ie quartered in the neighbourhood, the entire staff of the Fire 

rigade, the sweep and the lamplighter, whilst the butchers, bakers, 


grocers and milkmen’s boys complete the terrible array. 


OH, for the courage to refuse their impudent demands, for they 
are impudent to a degree. But they have us at their mercy. The 
waits might revenge themselves by treating us to an extra carol 
(horrible thought!) ; the postman would, doubtless, drop our mis- 
sives in the mud; the turncock could do conjuring tricks with our 
water supply; the dustman forget to call when we most desired 
him ; the policeman—oh, it would never do to offend the police- 
man; and the Fire Brigade might not hurry itself, as it ought, in 
case we did have anything like a fire. We should be sorry to have 
a chimney of ours swept by an un-Christmasboxed sweep; and 
although it hardly seems possible that the lamplighter could do 
us much harm, there’s no knowing what a desperate man is capable 
of when driven to extremities. Christmas boxes therefore be it: 
we may protest, but we must grin and bear in, 

es * 
- 

Lorp Bos, knowing Tootsie’s weakness, has just sent herina 
eartload of Fry & Son’s Chocolate. The dear girl, whether from 
motives of gener- . | rf 
osity, or merely YAQAY ff 
because she cant Yo 
eat them all her- 
self, takes a box 
down tothe “Friv.” 
every night. The 
stage manager has 
remonstrated with 
Tootsie; he says 
it’s impossible for 
girls to sing intune 
if their mouths are 
full of choculate 
creams. In spite of 
this, the epidemic 
rages, and Fry & 
Son’s business is, in 
consequence, going 
up by leaps and 
bounds. Bob says 
he doesn’t mind the 
expense a bit, but 
when it comes to 
finding his mouth 
smeared with cho- 
colate every time 
he looks in the 
gluss something 
must be done; be- 
sides the boys at : A 
the club are beginning to notice it and to comment upon it, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 2ud, 1592, 
—— 


| be putt between the two Coflines, with the perfumes for tie 


Cambers [chambers] ; altogether 200/. QUs. 00d." 
29th December, 1834.—Raikes notes, under this date, that 


| much anxicty was felt for the publication of the correspondence: 


between Talleyrand and Madame de Vaudemont, who died in 


) January, 1833; but Louis Philippe, aware how much he was impli. 
' cated in all these details, dispatched a party of gendarmes to her 
| house, who broke open all the escritoires and carried off her papers, 


- 80th December, 1839,—Rear-Admiral Sir Frederick Mait- 


| land, K.C.B., died this day at sea, of board his tlagship, the 


Wellesley. After Napoleon's flight from Waterloo, when resolved 
to deliver himself upto “the most powerful, the most constant 
und the most generous of his enemies,” he surrendered uncon. 
ditionally to Captain Maitland, of the Bellerophon, otf Rochesort. 


81st December, 1886.—Under this date, the Vienna corres. 
pondent of the Zémes records an interview with Magdalene Ponza, 
the oldest of the Emperor Francis Joseph's subjects, who entered 
her 112th year on Christmas Eve. 


lst January, 1'793.—Sir Francis Head, who was born thii 
day, was frequently to be seen at the Atheneum Ciub until withir 
a few months of his death, where, as in other’ clubs, it is a rule in 
the coffee room that members who have expemled a shilling in 
fixh, soup or entrées, shall have sixpence deducted from the price 
of “the joint,” of course, on the principle that their attack on the 
latter will be proportionately restricted, One day Sir Franeis had 
dined off the joint, having previously indulved in a dozen of 
oysters, for which there was a shilling to pay, but without any 
reduction in the charge for the joint. To this he demurred, on the 
ground that a shilling had been laid out in fish, and. if oysters were 
not fish, what were they?) It happened that there was in the chair 
adistinguished naturalist, who, in replying to the complaint, said, 
although oysters, were not fish—they, in fact, belonged to a totally 
ditferent division of the animal kingdom—he was willing to waive 
that objection and take his stand on his knowledge of physiology. 
This told him that oysters invariably acted as a whet to the appe- 
tite, and. therefore. instead of checking, they actually intensitird 
the attack upon “the joint.” Under toese circumstances Sir 
Francis’ objvction could not be entertained. 


Qnd January, 1809.—Penguin Island, at the Cape of Good 
Hope, was this dav subtnerged, and is now only known to mariners 
by name. The Cape ot Good Hope, formerly called “Cabo Tor: 
mentoso” (the stormy enpe), the “Lion of the Sea” and the 
“Tlead of Africa,” was discovered by Bartholomew de Diaz in 
1187. Its present name was given by John T. of Portugal, whe 
nusured favourably of future discoveries, from Diaz having reacted 
the extremity of Africa. 


DISILLUSIONED. 

I SAW her in the batlet 
Allinasy!van dell, 

And, oh! ber peerless beauty then 
No words of mine can tell. 

I went behind the scenes and bade 
Them indicate the tart, 

The fairest of that fairy throng 
Who had enslaved my heart. 


They led me to a dressing room : 
And puinted to a form, 

Attenuated, hayy:rd, pale, 
And ugly, old and worn. 


Absorbing gin and water with 
A plate upon her knees, 

And wolfing in a famished way 
An oniun, bread and cheese. 


“A gent to see yer, Boozy Sal; 
He's mashed on yer,” they said; ; 
She dropped her piate, turned round and smiled, 
But | tured round—and fled. 


UNAPPRECIATED SYMPATHY. . 

MERCENARY? No name for it! Why, we remember when his 
dear, fresh, charming, girlish young wile died—bless her heart! she 
was as dear, as good, as charitable a little woman as any in the 
world—we came across him ina bar in the Strand. Well—er—no, 
perhaps, as you say, he ought 2et to have been there, but, then, 
you can’t “round” on a man for trying to drown his sorrows, 

We felt keenly for him. We went up to him and said— 

“ So sorry to hear of your loss.” . 

“Oh, but he'll win a race next summer,” he replied, absently ; 
“of course—er—you refer to the ten quid | had on Breach? th 

“No,” we remonstrated, “ But you buried your wife yesterday ? ‘ 

“7, no bloomin’ fear! IT may be broke, old chap, but. thank 
heaven, I'd got enough to save having to do the diggin’. No; 
somebody's been ‘having’ you; I had a reg'lar undertaker in! 


NO CASE FOR ae eC astuhuwall 
A FEW nights after a terrific storm had swept the Kentish coast, 
asad faced fiehernanwba had been parading the streets of Sole 
stone for some time, seemingly without finding exactly what ie 
wanted, entered an undertaker's shop, and, removing his hat as the 
door swung to hehind him, said— ey chai 
“Took ‘ere, Stiffshifter, one of our mates, indicating wit i 
thumb the four or five horny handed mariners remaining outsice : 
“one of our mates was drown’d a Monday night—we're goin’ to 
iv’ him a decent send off.” 
ie Pag poe me, de-ar me, how sad, how sad 1” murmured the 
undertaker, putting on business face and turning on a tear. | 
“Took ‘ee 'ere—cheese that!” shouted the fisherman, spitting 
into his right palm and assuming a threatening attitude ; g none 
that! We're not goin’ to pay for no bloomin snivellin’. All oe fe 
got to do is to smile—just as if you'd got a contract for ae 
‘undred p'un' tombstone, We've got reasons. When you go into 
the house don't rub yer ‘ands and say it’s the most tit ral corp 
in the world—cos it ain't; Bill's turned the colour 0 pickled wal- 
nuts—and, ‘sure as you say ‘’Ow sad!’ on’y oneest, 1 break yer jaw 


|} where you stand! ‘All you've got to do is to give ‘im a ‘andsome 


A ‘ a if owe: a 
send off, and duu't pay more'n three quid for the hearse ; if ee. 
ye won't get yer bill paid. Yersympathizin’ may do with a farce! oO 


| . . . ri ? 
| women, but we don’t want the job loaded with grief—for reasons. 


yo 


“Wasn't the deceased married, sir? , ee 
“Married! Rather; that’s just it—on'y she croaked the day 
afore yesterday, an’ Bill an’ us went an’ drored the club money au 
got sosselled on it. If Bill ‘adn't a bin as blind as a ‘addock over 


her ‘surance money he wouldn't ha’ fell in!” 


And Folkestonites say they never remember burying conducted 
with more painful decoruin ! 


Saturday, December 26, 1891.) 
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— ieee Se ee ee mie Poe we 
A PERTINENT PETITION. THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
(A CURIOUS CHRISTMAS COMPLAINT. ADDRESSED TO —— = 
ry OLD FATHER SLUPER.) | Prince's CHAMBERS, COvENTRY STREET, W,, RICHER THAN GOLD. 
—s wcember Sth, WOOL, T. S Ss LONE Paciric. 
my ; Tus petition showeth | My DEAR ALLY,—“ F.O.S.” wishes to express to you how much (a TALE OF ae oes VaciFic.) 
p z that the under igned, — he is amused and gratified at your complimentary opinion of him | Tr 

ti 5 Messrs, Ox and Pig and | inthe P.Q.8, Portrait Gallery, But the sketeh is—well, ah! hem— | CHAPTER MW. P 

: < Misses Duck and — ratherconsumptive looking about the legs,and | have had itasked THE Vaney barque lay taut and trim in the Mersey ready to 
ie . Goose, ine," Where did you yet that hat! Where did you get that tile!" | sail for trading purposes in the Pacitic, Captun Spritsail had had 
a Likewise Beau Turkey, all | Vray give mea call here soon, or make a recdezvous “in the wilds his parting ites in the 
ii now here combined, of the Oid Kent Road,” just foradrink, Sincerely yours, SCOVEL, | “Anchor Arms,” and was 
eh Cail your attention lea | ————— — a > | ngw ready to hitch on the 


a A ‘ r r ‘ ibly stowed, and all 
! much zest, | The Lord of Misrule, with his antics wild looked bright: and fair for 
To make you and vour | Made measureless pleasure for ladies gay the voyage Tu three-quar- 
at wuests what's called And for warriors bold upon Christmas Day, ters of an hour they would 
ae rou) Cheer” And the Fossil he said to himself, said he, be gliding down the Mersey, 
int Therefore, we come to “Tat Christmas a Lord of Misrule will be, and ina few hours would 
lie yon,ob, POM, ! And ny triends shall laugh, antil Mildew Court's be speeding down the Trish 
er > Imploring you such prac- isi rafters ring, at my gay disporis ! Channel with every sail set. 
rs : tice to condemn! Bat Vl breathe vot a word of my scheme—not me! Captain Spritsail thought 
: Why should we thus be | Aud a pleasant surprise for my pals ‘twill be!” the moment auspicious for 
it ‘victinnsed, old friend, | In the home of the Wreck there's a dungeen deep anerng’ drink, and in his 
he Merely to yratiry your | Where hard!y a human foot would creep, sel voice he roared— 
vl lninnmeet \ Ora human heart wouid dare; and there, _/ Mate, pipe aft the cook 
ut E Why should Pate thus kind By atlickering candle’s uncertain giare, with a kertle of hot water. 
Ms £ ‘animal bosoms rend? | The Fossil prepared for himself with care Fs ape eee att 
: Why shoud we not, in fact, r-rerse the ease ? Such fatastic apparel as Jesters wear, vee af the ne sagt a 
re Sappose vow humen folk were fattened thus, He burnished his bells and he secured his mask, Bn Cea akon Hoan, 


vrave abuse ; 


who now protest 
Consist in this—that, at 

this time of year, 
We're fattened up and 
slaughtered with 


For ws to feed upon—yewd not ext’; 


The grievances of those | 


be SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
| No. 93.—He IGNoMiNiousLyY Fats TO KEEP Up A GOOD OLD 
| CHRISTMAS CUSTOM, 
THE Wreck had heard that in olden days, 
While Christmas logs on the fire did blaze, 
| A comical sort of a character, styled 


Till he freely perspired with his genial task, 


tow rope as soon as the 
Foam King tug-boat was 
ready to shout for it. The 
good ship was tight) and 
trim, Everything was well 
found, the cargo was admir- 


calling, “Cook ahoy, bring 


A A Peed ceapenee Pea Yet ever he grinned to himself, grinned ie. uit the kettle,” 
vd You wouldnt like it! TMeneeforth, then, spare ws— nee ee f i PMI. in nes There was no response to 
Or choose, like us, the vesetarian cult, | 2 eM, Duney . & LUrd OF Misrite Ui be. sere. One of the cre 

peas eg Wi pinnciataves | Nor wist the poor man that each innocent word the ery, One of the crew 
Lia NUS Teas f Sate lel pines Alexandry, with ear at the keyhole, o erheard ! suddenly remembered that 
e And your Potitiogers’ will ever pray ¢ : eile ; 3 Legato the cook and he had got 
i a gies os From the Eminent s heir the Eminent’s dame drunk the mght before, “Pipe aft the couk.” 
i UNKIND | Gota whispering wheeze of the Eminent’s yume, and he had some recollec- 
_ C : : And, with broomstick armed and with eyes ftlame tiou that the cook had fought with a policeman and been taken 
lie Some peop'e have no ider how acasial word spoken in haste Tie sivage old yal to the dungeon came : to the cooler; and, as he had blackened the policeman’s eves, the 
a wil uurt ne urin’s felines and wound his most tender suscepti And the way the blows on the Eunnents frame chances were that he would get forty days, There was, undoubt- 
me hilities bevond the power of even the sex to heal, As aease in | Prom that broomstick rained was ia tarnal shame ! edly, acrisis, The men did not care to sail without a cook—nor 
ot point, the Eminent was announerd hast week to give a iecture on | And the termagant tartar she said, said she, did the eaptain, 
i the Drink Question, and the ball wes crowded. ‘The dear Old Man | “So, vou hardened old wreteh ! you escapes from me “Scull ashore in the dingey, quick, and bring a cook,” roared 
a commenced, & My frievds, Jast year we spent £3 000,000 upon Aw di es verself for to go an’ see the captain,and with a ready “Aye, aye, sir,’ the mate sprang 
i weoholiec druk, and the ne ton is how cum ve peduce ne Seine ‘hr wal, | spose, an ter hey a good spree, into the bout, and in aw moment was rapidly sculling towards 
id mous expenditure for drink 2” and then some thoughtless SOUN SE | But ify catches the lussy, ye lls the quay. 
1 q inthe hall shouted out, * Keep your mouth shut, ALLY!” Our) As | Wsarve her the srmeas Pi sarvin’ ye! Stunding on the quay was a youth, Tis felt hat had seen better 
oS inouidy old frivad spoke no more that evening, For, white Pi yer wile, yete the lord o° me, a days, but some time previously. His coat was -eedy. and was but- 
: Aw ite Lord of no brazen Miss Ruce shall be ! toned close across his breast to hide the absence of a waistcoat, 
Ye Seer = = and he had painfully apparent symptoms of tinancial bankruptey 
a SHE KNEW NO FEAR. TWorPENCE. ; ‘ AbaVe hie 
sir “No, George,” she said, firmly, about a week after they nad Post free, Threcpence. Testo Ws 


returned from their honevmioon and settled down in the iittle 
jostalment-furnished very desirable residence at Camberwell ; “no 
George, Ewill no longer submit to be kept in slavish subjection, 
and <inee vou have foreed me to speak out, | now, once and for 
alivinform you that To refuse to be bullied by you any longer. 
rd / not put up with it, do you hear /—will not, T may be » woman, 
bar bam aomatch for you, Wr, George Algernon Shuttleduster. 
Oat ves, bE know what you 
y, that a wife should 
Jove, honour and obey her 
hashand: but obeying doesn’t 
Inean carrying out the seltish 
hes of a cowardly tyrant— 
4 a cowardly, bratal tyrant, 
Women have too long been 
kept im subjection, too long 
Leen regarded as the inferior 
of man, when, as a matter of 
fact, they are immeasurably 
his superior, both physically 
and mentally.” 

~ Pur my darling, woman has 
lwen always regarded as the 
weaker sex, taught to look up 
tommn, to trast to and come 
to him for protection,” 

“Ah, | thomzht yen would 
say that; it’s ike your sex to 
taunt us with cowardice; but, 
let me tell you, it is only the 
colossal depth of man's ignor- 


NOW READY. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. | 


1OO 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


AnNv A CHARMING DANCE, 


THE “FRIV.” GAVOTTE, 


Specially written for this Number by EDWARD SOLOMON, composer 
of * The Nautch Girl,” ete., ete, 


Amongst many other attractions will be found 
A CanToos, BY W. F. Thomas, 


A CHRISTMAS GHOST, 


| A LARGE Drawine, BY TAL Lv pow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.,” 


AND A DOUBLE Pack PLATE, BY W, F, THOMAS, 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 
| TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 


never before publisned, 


TWoOPBNCE. 


“THE SLOPERIES, ’ 99 Snof LANE, FLEET STREET, F.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


“Do you 
wantajob?” 
said the 
eheery 
mate, 

“| do,” 
was the 
ready re- 
sponse from 
the seedy 
one. 

“Can you 
cook 2?” said 
the mate. 

“1 don't 
know,” was 
the reply. 

“Allright; 
consider 
yourself en- 
gaged. 
There's any 
number of 
possibilities 
in a person 
who doesn’t 
know 1f he 
can cook, 
and there is 
some com- 
fort iin 


Sculling towards the quay. 


anee which is responsible for tat impression, _ Timid, indeed! knowing you can't be much were than the man who ssid he did 
, Women finklests! ha! (with a Agstcricat laugh). Search CHRISTMAS AP PBHBHAL | know. Get aboard, quick, and know that you are listed in the 
the pazes of history, and see if they do not contain a greater | FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. noble art of slinging Peasoup on board the Nancy barque, of 
number of heroic women than men, Have you never heard of and foe Liverpool, for the Pacific with a cargo of general 
Boadicea—of Joan of Are—of Queen Eleanor—of Flora Macdonald sv : eNOW , goods.”- : ¥ ; 
his or of Charlotte Corday ?—and it is to one of their sex that youprate | 2 UBSCHIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED pans nee ieee “Aye, aye, sir,” ‘said the ready youth, as he proceeded to give 
he of protection! Protection, forsooth ! Do you faney that [—T stand CoE WR. bs: ene his landsman-like trousers a thoroughly professional and seaman- 
he ne need of your puny aid? do you think that [ would shrink from BENWELL CLAnKE, 105.64, | Uke hitch. . : ip ; 
NO, donger—l. who would face ferrlessiy the horrors of the pestilence, & FRAZER, PLL 18.5 FOX, “Got any traps with you? T suppose not,” continued the mate. 
on, the armed burglar, the phenomena of the supernatural, the cannon’s by,” Adi psc bs iaiee mind, V1! al so eo shirt niet At bbe ale 
; —al saveus ! suve ot” sh ieke vi Cunt WM. PARKIN: IDWARD SOLOMON, > | will give you some of his old togs, an’ what do an 
Pati the—ah, heavers! save me!" she shrieked wildly, and SHIRLEY Honses, 10st SFATHEADS 983 HIM Lt pow, £1 1s: HERBERT | ore)” y Pon 
eo eis et F AMEBELL, £1 18; Dr, TOM ROBINSON, £1 1s; WILLIAM WIITELEY, £1 Is.; " ” ; ‘ te ; 
There was a moment's silence, and then a dark shadow flitted | ).7."! ag De Oe eNOS els CAN ee hax, |, The youth heaved a sigh as he turned his steps towards the 
Mine rap dly across the tloor, and the stillness was broken by a rustle | oRorr, £1 lay EVA DURKIN, 1s: Collected by R. W. GOODWIN, 58.2 Brook St. | dingey. He ~ 
anda gentle © Tweak, tweak.” Hklew, 48. 3 PU SMALL HELP.” 6d.; "J. x and “ DARK EvED Str." | ps hesi- art. 
a The hawful tr urs yeorge’s mind inallitsappalling | °s.: 2s, Gd.: “THE DAMASK ROSE," 2s, 6d.; Capt. FRED. | tate, however. 
nk Ba as SERENE DUE Osean eee are ots TAFFORD & Co. £1; LEONARD Minot ~ £13) He “took his 
we Sa ietire nicarees eras : ARVICE,” 10s, Gd; A. CHASEMORE, £1 1s,; JA8. GALLO- | cont without re- 
05 There was a mouse in the room, | wax, 78. Gd.: Fer ocnilni ba: » | rab i aie 
eee eae Making a total receivel up to December 15th, 1891—£80 3s, 6d. bow of the tiny 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” a oe weet a craft, and as 
Nol 2—-FANNY FEATHERSTONE, THE SEASON'S TRIUMVIRATE. the mate deftly 
st, Tnowan Yale f :aivent LET the strains of sweet music resound through each room, sculled the 
kee ite eh oe es BU cheer Let the feast and the revel begin: — boat away 
he y oy Hroug we me ae OK d cheer, Outer darkness without. and the brumaltide’s gloom, | from the re- 
he el, ge ee ee tint ae could find But Love, Light and Rejoicing within! ceding shore, a 
, Lin (Clinistinna fenst ol stati For the sake of your guest let all dulness depart, mist dimmed 
his uy alien Or ie UBEND Let your eyes with much merriment glow, his manly eve. 
le: Til el Nin HON For, awaiting admittance to home and to heart, } He had hoped 
to ilhyat W Peete dined There is Old Daddy Christmas below ! that the time 
f 33 . 2 
he I've many a maiden prime Let your honse he alive with the dance’s wild dash, a Re 
Saluted in my time And with Christmassy kissing-games nice, anply. his: tds 
ng ‘Neath mistletoe sublime : Anda run on the Mistletoe Bank that would smash enieA qalnnts 
Sat And vet [never wist The biz Lombard Street Tank in a trice. ie tha Wisher 
ve That the mistletoe was quite Let your children, uncurbed, with omnivorous zest hranchesiof the 
ve So fruifal of delight Gourmandize till they pul? and they blow: | cent aie os 
nto Till under it, last night, For, if haply by overmueh food they're distressed, Saiteeaancunt. 
Dee: Fair Featherstone [ kissed ! Why, there s Old Daddy Doctor below ! i; winace vil 
)! 7. r Yule av KAY es e ¥ as 
al- i oa ue te Let a cirele he made round the ingle at night, dently not to 7 
aw Rey ROT eee ok Let big logs on the ingle be flung, , 5 he. He had 
me Who i Lad on seattle Ae Let the gruesome Yule ghost tales be told with delight, dropped the * 
do sat ent 1% tren Dur RRs ROC Anes: And the merry Yule melodies sung. pestleand mor- 
| 0" ue a ie sou'two'puin’ ten | And of rollicking storivs there need not be dearth, tar, and would 
2 MEY he i net emart youns men Or of sprightly “Ha! hat” and “flo! ho!” in future apply es 
The very <prightliest, when - For, awaiting his turn to convulse vou with mirth, his chemical yeu seen better las Ne 
lay Sweet Featherstone he sees! | There is Old Daddy SLOPER below ! kaowledie to } 
ul ae ee ———————-— - ——. -- + the composition of coffee and the manufacture of beef steaks he 
: : : pat 
ne WHAT DO YOU THINK? HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, z ss dee a nndonbtedly down on his fick, and the youth } 
1 SCAN ! see the guyner said a Tie best club for knocking down a ghost with—The Thirteen SE ON ee ae ; te 
Le“ b ; { fal 3 - i] was Frederick Pu'strode. 
stranger to othee bov, who wae nokingscizarette, 1 hope not, Club, 


replied the office boy, with a hurried look rouud, 


; THE chief characteristic of the Wreck—Wreck-titude. 


( Lo be tontinned meet week.) 


Lal RA BOe Lereitge RN ONT REE SRR ARAT 


r a - Are a : . TOs, 2 Ae PORN Ain ogd ns < eat § 
ee ~o i 
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W(H)INES FROM THE TABLE. 


“F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


| THE 


1' 1 RA 
| “ys 


rf 
| 
| 


fi No, 235.—MR. Epwin J. BRETT, F.O.S. 
Ty “ Our hero is one of those individuals who, by condescending \ 
to be Lorn alive into the world, may be considered to have con- ; 
ferred a favour upon mankind, for which mankind cannot be Son of House. This port is of a very inferior quality, James. 


Edwin, from the moment he first saw 
the lizht, came to the conclusion (for he was a phenomenally 
precocious infant) that he had a mission, and although he for 
some time laboured under the delusion that it was to drive his 
parents half crazy with « pair of lusty lungs, he soon discovered 
his mistake, and, at the early age of five, we find him sole 
proprictor, elitor, manager, publisher, etc., of a paper, the 
) \ | express object of which was to discountenance the penny awful 

| and elevate the literary taste of the juvenile portion of the 
community. This he has certainly succeeded in doing, and now 
' { in the prime of manhood he is associated with more boy's publi- 
cations than he can count upon the fingers of both hands, and is 
everywhere looked up to with respect and admiration as having 
done more for boy's literature than any other man living, and 
complimentary banquets in his honour take place upon an 
average about twices week, Chiefly because he's the Boy's 
Romancist, he was created F.O.5,, and the ‘Sloper Award of 
} Merit’ presented to him December 19th, 1891." — Debrett 
| Improved. 


sufficieutly grateful, send over the way. 


Son of House. I see, James, I see. Any port in a storm, of course. 


Strangely enough, pissy prefers the 


care of yourself, Vawily man myself, must turn in early.” “Don't mensh'n it, m’ 
boy,” replied Steadysoak.——(3). Then. as his friend retired into domestic life, he 
seated himself on the snow clad pathway and shed a few tears over the hollowness of 


frien.iship—(4). Roused from his sombre meditations by the cold, he consulted his 


CANCING GIRLS. 


| 
cr 


GARN, YER BALLY OLD TURNIP. 


| * [ know we shall not live happily, 
Inquiroes Youth, I say, pa, what shall we do when there are 
no more coals to be got ¢ 
Pa. Do, my son? Abem! We must warm ourselves with gas 
stoves, 


No. 26. 


great scandal !’" 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


oem 


James. Well, you see, sir, our regular wine merchant disappointing us in the delivery yesterday, we had to 


faithful timepiece, and, learning therefrom that it was half-past forty-two in the ‘ or me either? 


—__—$—$——— 


A FAIR ASPIRANT TO FAME. 
| 


tirkey to the sausages. 
yoy Echo answers mceow, 
x“ S By S * (1). It was Christmastide. Bonnder and Steatvsoak were eecing each other home | 
: } oh from the “annnal whisky flareup” at the “Boiled Owl." — (2), “ Well, goori,old © 
e : man!” hiccoughed Bounder, as he got the Jatchkey to work at last ; “ Ta—(hic)— 


and that after marriace 
| he will desert me, and be cruel and all that. And then we'll 
have a divorce, and it will be such fun, And won't it be 
nice to see one’s self in all the papers as ‘the Lerviuc of a 


(Saturday, December 26, 1891. 


Yi 


Making it nice and Christmassy for grandpa, who ha3 
come to stay for a few days, 


He. I thought when I married yeu it would be all 
sunshine, 

She. You made a mistake, did you not, dear? for it’s 
all mounshine. 


MIXED DRINKS. 


le A y / : 


middle of the next blue moon, he concluded that the time had arrived to seek repose. 
-——(5). The door standing invitingly open, he entered, and cautiously ascended the 
stairs, so as not to disturb his landlady.—(6). Unaware that he was “ prospecting “ 
in the domicile of the valiant Bounder, who was reposing like a gentle fower upen 
the first landing, and who, supposing him to be an armed burglar, welcome? him 
somewhat inthe manner depicted.— (7). “* Well, old boy,” said Steadysoak, when the 
little skull dragging and hoofing match was over, “ who'd have thought it was you— 

Fecl as sober as a judge now. It’s as good as a small soda.” e 


SOMETHING LIKE A CHAPEAU. 


rt 


“Hullo! I say, oll chappie, where the dooce can T geta 
hat like that? Why, it’s got no brim at all!” “Nowhere, 


old boy. Had it made to wy own design.” 
—EE SS 


The girl who's simply mad on dancing. | 


Loudou; Irinted by Dabdibh BUULUEHS, ab ther Cuuden Lres, High Sureet, 


ee 


J.Wa and Pubiisled vy tue Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 92 Shue Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, December 26, 1891. 


